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Execution , Texas: 1987 

Zine compendium (demo versions) 








I’ve always loved zines. I read, wrote about, and 
supported queer and music zines in the 1980s and early 
1990s. The first publications related to my novel that 
eventually became known as Execution, Texas: 1987 were 
in literary, queer, and erotica zines. This collection 
combines all the zine publications I can remember that 
published this early work. Think of it as the demo 
sessions. Missing is my own zine, Visions of Death in 
1987, which was a very small handmade run of scenes 
from the book as it existed at the time. I made it to 
promote a performance of the same name at the Rexall 
Rose in Portland, OR, and drum up interest in the book 
from publishers, hopefully. 

I’ve always tried to acknowledge the support I received 
from zines. I hope this collection reveals that 
further, and documents the vital creative force of 
zines nurturing literary talent. I didn’t get published 
in literary journals (despite trying), but I did get my 
start in zines. 

Many thanks to the editors and readers who supported 
these early efforts. If you are interested in scans of 
the entire issues (or have them already), let me know! 


D. Travers Scott, 2017 










My family has an heirloom memory, a handed down 
tale of our place within Old West mythology: my 
great-grandmother, a widowed schoolteacher, takes 
my maternal grandfather, then a small boy, to the 
public hanging of a murderer while living in 
Execution, Texas. 

As the murderer's body dangled from the noose, the 
widow of the murdered man came forward to collect 
her due: removing a pin from her veiled hat, she 
repeatedly pricked the murderer's body with quick, 
decisive stabs. My grandfather, great-grandmother 
and the rest of Execution applauded. 
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p Trovers Scott 

(rom Visions of Death in 1987 

“Taste it,” Faye urged. Seeger took the mug from his mother’s hands. 

“What is it?” He eyed the thin, niveous liquid. 

“Leche de madre.” 

Seeger looked past her into the living room. Her roomate 
lounged on the futon, naked breasts and full belly a planet and two 
moons against a swirling violet galaxy of paisley batik. Some New Age 
blips and whooshes trickled out of the stereo beside her. 

Seeger looked queasily at the milk. Did this count as a bodily 
fluid? Well, DUH it is a fluid from the body. But that Time article 
didn’t say anything about breast milk. 

“Go on,” Faye said impatiently. “None of your high school 
buds ever get to taste this ambrosia of life. ” 

But how much of an AIDS risk could a monogamous lesbian 
be, anyway? Certainly not more than Ramon. You weren’t the first 
guy he ever had sex with, and he did come in your mouth that first 
time. 

“Sandra and I are going to save the placenta,” Laurie said 
proudly. “She got a recipe from the Womyn’s Center that’s based on 
an ancient Mayan ritual.” 

He breathed deeply. It definitely was not safe, but Faye 
wouldn’t accept that, she would just think he was being... delicate. 

The mottled ceramic pressed against Seeger ’s soft lips like a 
blistered kiss. He swallowed. 
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South Baptist H ° SPltal waiting room , listening as a nurse switched 
Nathan brooded m the Named S ue” onto « In the Year 

Year’s countdowns, grafting A * y 

Y . t coturdaYEveningPosLon the coffeetable. 

2525 ” He ignored the very last Saturday b 

A hllt didn’t have anywhere else to go. 

He wanted to walk around, bu 

Supine Faye blinked against blinding luminescence, sweat and 
excruciation. She smelled her blood. She thought it would be more natural 

Not easier, just more instinctive. 

Dr. Donner yapped loudly again. 

“Wha-?” Faye tried to speak, straining to hear everyone. 

“Oh, she’s not going to cooperate, just put her under.” 

Faye sank into anesthetic quagmire immediately, before she could 
formulate a protest. 

“Forceps.” 

Faye waxed ethereal, realizing she wouldn’t see her child bom. 
Something was not good about that. 

Nathan walked back from the vending machine, wondering if his 
apple was DDT-free. He sat back down. He had nowhere else to go. The 
nurse settled on “Aquarius/Let the Sun Shine In”. 

n Faye s vision, that Czechoslovakian student who had protested the 
Soviet occupation was burning in a rubbery pyramid. People screamed as 
grains of ash soared Dast Hi« «niri, r, •, , 

. P 1 smiled as it was welcomed into a 

dancing celestial circle by Marv In , 

„,„ m ... J y ary Jo K °Pechne and Sharon Tate. The two 

women lifted the stu<W 

r w yei er arm into the circle of all the year’s dea< 

Nathan sat in the waiting room u 

Where was Sharon’s baby F 6 WaS n0t a " 0wed any whete e ‘ Se ' 
Heaven? Would Sharon be preE ’ a ?! “ C ° Uld W ° men P* 8 "*" 1 ' 
p aye fretted that if ^ a a " ° F etermt y> and never give birth? 
' lfShedled - ah e would spend eternity in labor. 
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Mom’s new hoy friend was a psychic, an ex-FBI operative, an ex-drug runner, an 
ex Mexican prison inmate, a macrobiotic vegetarian New Age Jason Robards-type 
in his late 50s living in a mobile home with his mother. 

Mom III led me in on Bill as we drove through the desolate wetlands 
surrounding Corpus Christi International airport. She raved about his psychie 
ability and how much he’d already taught her. We were to be staying with Bill 
this Thanksgiving - he had a separate studio he’d built beside his mother s trailer. 


and we could sleep there. 

I was suspicious; even to a 13-year-old it was obvious Mom was 
rebounding in an 180° shift from Eddie, her scruffy young boyfriend of last 
sunimer in Galveston. Although Mom seemed happy to have traded in the 

mpse.liim. lor . memo., I «•> ...» «« "« " ">»*»» 

M* drive-in movies. He * * *— 

to me and - he was really hot. , 

Mon. drove us on through Corpus Christi and into Fulton, a ts mg an 

tourist village on the South Texas coast. We passed wooden and stucco cottages 


-arcasses lurking in roads.de ditches. 
ri -kup shells and deer c , , jned the major streets, their 

" :!h ^^‘a.n.on-pain.ed soo^.rd a . wh0 se peta.s spun 

van* colored sc,a- - ^ ^ on beachfront std, w.th 

in the sally Gulf ***■ S«if ’’ ^ Bjg wheels. We even passed a 

driveways full of Jeep CheroUe ^ ^ ^ (Q bui , d one of those once, when 
geodesic dome. 1 remembere 

; h e-d lived in Austin. been gay for a while, but go. over it, once 

Mom mentioned that bin 

he realized it was such a dead end. 

ZLlZ and visualized the impenetrate Tower of Light shining 
blue-white around my mind and heart, a column surround.ng me and rts.ng up 
into Heaven like a klieg light. Mom had taught me that this psychic barrier was 
neither aggressive nor hostile but a vibrant blank static. 1 didn’t want Bill sensing 

I was gay. 

Bill smiled at me - alot. He shook my hand and went out of his way to treat 

me like an adult. As soon as Fd put my suitcase in his studio he bustled us off to 

Charlotte’s Seaside Inn for dinner, where he made sure to offer me a beer. I said 

no thanks. I was nervous enough as it was and, given my normal degree of 

clumsiness, I knew I’d probably squirt tartar sauce all over the table. 

dipped m> Led tea while he and Mom talked about buying a shrimp 

boat together. I stared past him, through the plate glass window, out across the 
street, at this big home. 


Bill 


house’s 


history. „ — r— f ° r my beDef,t ’ ° n thC 

»as the legacy of the town’s found!! ^ ^ CaUed '' ^ F “ lt0n ManS ' 0n ’ “ 
loc al memory and cultum tu ^ dipping family, and now the crucible of 

Rill 


mtniiiu’d me, vv.is t tmiplcnicnlrd by die Miiinimdiiig black i»K*H(|uilc lives. This 
1 1 mi* of yeai Ihey weie hau* of bonds, pisl spindly blanches wilh wiinkled, 
bin n( red beans The binuches all clawed desperately eastward, straining ilieir 
t lioi 11 spiked limbs as il willi hint, sinewy muscles. Mul (heir reach was not active, 
Hill explained, merely pool posluic from years of the wind s slow and persistent 
pressure. The trees stooped and swayed like calcium deficient martyrs, snapping 
only in those rate and easily forgiven outbursts of hurricane. 

The mansion, I noticed, also had the only distinct, manicured lawn in town. 
All the other homes had irregularly shaped, untrimmed patches of fleshy St. 
Augustine grass, which bled down towards the crushed oyster-shell roads and 
driveways. Uninterrupted by sidewalks, the veins and tendrils of the grass crept 
boldly into humans' paths, retreating only after repealed crushings from tire 
treads Or after brute amputations, wrenehed from their roots by child prisoners 
of late summer vacation, who trudged home from the Mavrik Market in torn 
nip-nops, sucking on blue Fla-Vor-.ce sticks with bitter, unfoeused 

disappoint ^ nigh , on the sleeping bags in Bill's studio, NPR s 

-,h seductive calm, but dinner’s fried shrimp 
fusion jazz filled the ^ We said goodnigh ts and l rolled 

and skunky gumbo from ^ , stared al ^ tiny re d 

away , no, wanting to , was glad , had a 1 —e tape 

rectangle of the power g . d . was sure it seemed normal and 

to listen to. 1 had the VOl “^ as , eep with his Walkman blaring. But it 

contemporary for a 13 y 

wasn't loud enough to drown them out. ^ ^ ^ u almosl makes it 

“Oh, God," Mom said. It * 

more intense. 



Devo shouted ”ee 

nevertheless I could hear Bill as WL ''’ ; s0 lha t I can experience - 

Tve been able to focus my - concent 

° rSaS ",' rondldTriuld come tomorrow to ™nksgiving dinner with 

Oranma. Maybe in the afternoon we'd ^ of concrete 

Bu , Fulton had no beach, ,t ^ as a breakwater, 

chunks and rusting iron rods bent, twiste P 

u ants silverfish, water bugs. Seagulls 

crawling with fiddler erabs, millipedes, ants, 

, .. RiII firanma and I as we walked off our Holiday 

screamed and shrieked at Mom, Bill, Granina ana 

Inn Thanksgiving buffet. Rickety private fishing piers crept across the shallow 
bay out into deeper waters, evety 4th one or so collapsed and rotten, a skeleton of 
pilings battered by some past hutricane and abandoned. Wedged between the 
concrete were rusty cans of Big Red soda and paper grocery bags from H.E.B., 
the kind with hurricane-tracking maps printed on them. They always did that in 
late summer. You see, it was kind of a hobby for South Texas kids to track 
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Flashback: Leche de Madre 


D. Travers Scott 


D. Travers Scott is originally from Texas and has earned a BFA at The 
School of the Art Institute in Chicago. He now resides in Portland, OR and 
has published fiction, art criticism and performance excerpts. 


•Taste it," Faye tatged. Seeger took the mu „ from . . 

“What is it?" He eyed the thin, nive „ us W h* 

“Leche de Madre.” M 

Seeger looked past her into the living room 

breasts and foil belly a planet and two moons againsT^r ° Un , Sed °" the ^ naked 
Seeger looked queasily at the milk Did this "T "j 8 V '° " ® a * aXy ° f P aisle y batik. 

t g ,hc b ° dy - Bu " ha, T,me r sazm ' did "' about brai , :: “ ‘ 8 “' d 

Go on Faye sa.d tmpattendy. "None of you, high school buds eve, get to taste this 
ambrosia or Lire. 

But how much of an AIDS risk could a monogamous lesbian be, anyway? 

Certainly not more than Ramon, you weren’t the first guy he ever had sex with, and he did 
come in your mouth that first time. 

“Sandra and I are going to save the placenta," Laurie said proudly. “She got a recipe from 
the Womyns’ Center that’s based on an ancient Mayan ritual . 

He breathed deeply, it definitely was not safe, but Faye wouldn't accept that, she would just 

think he was being ... delicate. 

The mottled ceramic pressed against Seegets soft lips like a blistered lass. He sallowed. 







from VISIONS OF DEATH IN 1987 

by D. Travers Scott 




Dad s right index fingertip pressed firmly against Seeger’s asshole, circling slowly 
across creased sphincter crinkles, sparking off sickly lubricated anus sensations. 
His son’s cremaster flexing and elevating testicles, prostate instinctively 
{ anticipating massage, seminal vesicles and Compeer’s glands shuddering with 
stage fright on their tight-butt debut. 

D$d swirls antiseptic creme round and round in concentric running circles, 
healing the rash and protecting bouncing-baby-boy bottom. S.W.A.K. 

“Is Seeger ready?” calls tiny tyke friend through the open screen door. 

He II be there in a minute! Dad barks nervously, pulling up the trousers so 
sonster can walk to first grade with his fast friend. Dad makes him walk to school 
with someone since there s safety in numbers. Buddy-pal (in lieu of an older 
brother) will keep progeny close — steered clear of leering, clutching molesters 
and pervs. He pats his medicated butt, bounding off to school 
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A Magazine of Paragraphs 
Summer 1995 




T aste it,” his mother urged. “What is it?” 
Seeger eyed the thin, niveous liquid. Leche de 
madre. Seeger looked past her into the living 
room. Her roommate lounged on the futon, 
naked breasts and full belly a planet and two 
moons against a swirling violet galaxy of pais- 
ley batik. He looked queasily at the milk. Did 
this count as a bodily fluid? Well, DUH it is a 
fluid from the body. But that Time magazine 
article didn’t say anything about breast milk. 
“Go on,” his mom said impatiently. “None of 
your high school buds ever get to taste this 
ambrosia of Life.” But how much of an AIDS 
risk could a monogamous lesbian be, anyway? 
Certainly not more than Ramon. You weren’t 
the first guy he ever had sex with, and he did 
come in your mouth that first time. “We’re 
going to save the placenta,” her roommate said 
proudly. “She got a recipe from the Wimmin’s 
Center that’s based on an ancient Mayan 
ritual.” He breathed deeply. It definitely was 
not safe, but Faye wouldn’t accept that, she 
would just think he was being . . . delicate. The 
mottled ceramic pressed against Seeger’ s soft 
lips like a blistered kiss. He swallowed. 
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